


. The Tragedy 

Vngouernd youth/to waile it with her age,' 

The parents hue whofe children thou haft butcher! ’ 
Old witherd plants to waile it with their a^e • 1 

Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
W iinied, ere vied, by time mifufed orepaft. 

Kirig. As I intend to prolper and repent, 

Sothriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftile armes,my felfe, my felfe confound * 

Day yeild me not thy light, nor night thy reft, ’ 
Beoppofite all planets of goodlucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immacuiated deuotion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happinefle and thine. ° 

Without her follows to this land and me. 

To thee her felfe ^nd many a Chriftian foule, 

Sad defolate ruine and decay. 

3t cannot be auoyded but by this ; 

It will not be auoyded but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo ) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I haue beene. 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue : 

Vrge the neceflity and ftate of times, 

And be not peeuifli fond in deepc defignes. 

Shall I be tempted of the diuell ?hus ? 

.Kwg.l ,if the diuell tempt theeto doe good* 

Shall I forget my felfe,to be my felfe ? 

Kmg. I,rf yourlelues remembrance wrong your feluesi 
Q«- But thou did ft kill my children, 

ATag.But in your daughters wombe ile bury them, 
Wherein that neft of fpicery there (hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelaes to your recomfiture. 

Q.*?. Shall I goe winne my daughter to thy will ? 

King* And be a happy mother in the deed. 

Q«. I goe, write to me very fhortly. 

-KVwf.Beare her my true loues kiflfe: farewell. Exit Q/»'« 
Relenting foole,and (hallow .changing woman. EuterRat. 
B,<#. My gracious foueraigne on the Wefternecoaft, 

Rideth 


of Ricliard the Third . 

Rideth a puilfant Nauy : To the ftiore. 

Throng many doubtfull hollow hearted friends, 

Vrtarmd and vnrefolu’d to beate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

And there they hull expecting but the ayd. 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them to fliore. 

•j&*£.Some Iight-footc friend poftto the D«of 'Norfolk* 
Rath ft thy felfe, or C atesbj where is he ? 

Cat- Here my Lord. 

King- Flye to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury, 

W hen thou commeft there, dull vnmindfuli villaine 
Why ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke ? 

Cat, Firft mighty foueraigne let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I fhall deliuer him. 

Kiu.O true, good Catesby, bid him leauie ftraight. 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
Andmeeteme prdently at Salisbury. (bury} 

Rat.W hat is yourhighneffe pleafure I fhall do at Saif- 
#i»£.Why,what fhouldft thou doe there before I goe? 
Bat, Your frighneffe told me I fliould poft before. 

King, Mymind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d: 

How now, what news with you ? Enter Darby, 

Bar, None good my Lord to pleafe you with hearing. 
Nor nonefooad butitmay well be told* 

Hoyday a riddle neyther good nor bad s 
Why doft thou runne fo many miles about. 

When thou mayfttell thy tale a neerer way, 

Once more/what news ? 

Bar. Richmond is on the Teas* 

King . There let him ftnke,and be the feason him. 

White liuered runnagate , what doth he there ? 

Bar. I know not mighty foueraigne but by guefle ■ 

lw^.Wellfir,as you gueffe, 

-D<?r.Sturd vp by Dorjet Buckingham, and Ely, 

He makes for England, there to clayme the Crowne, 

King Is the chaire empty ? Isthefword vnfwaid ? 

W7i C King * t ^ e Empire vnpoffeft? 

Wnat heire of lorkg is their aliue but we ? 

And vvho is England: King, but great T orkes heire 
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